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letter, after telling me in detail of her three sons who are serving in the navy and army, and thanking me for the gift of Worship and Work, said :
1914.—What a true photo of our dear Canon, but I think he looks rather sad. . . I can remember him so well when he first came to Whitechapel. How bright and hopeful he was, and what a great work he has done for the East End of London! Do you remember now those early days ? God bless you, dear, and give you strength to continue the great Fight here below, and fit us all for that glorious Inheritance that is the right of the Children of God.
To the old it was possible to give thoroughly so as to meet their needs, and among the masterpieces in the portrait gallery of my memory's heroes stand out some of those old Whitechapel people, verily the moral aristocracy of the poor.
No one could be much uglier than old Mrs. Marshall, short, fat, shapeless, with small sunken eyes, coarse features, and scanty hair, and yet old Marshall loved her with his youth's and his manhood's love.
" The rats they're getting that cheeky. There's no scaring of 'em," he said one day as I was standing in the filthy court just outside his one-roomed home. "Last night they corned on our bed. My missus, she'd been sadly-like all day, and had just dropped off, when up comes one and runs about quite frisky."
" What did you do ? "  I asked.
" Do ? Why, just nothink. What could I do ? If I'd moved I should have woke 'er up—but I watched a bit."
I seemed to see the halo round his dirty head, and smell the holy aroma of sacrifice amid the odour of his unwashed clothes. He hawked groundsel, and, though living amid such dreadful conditions, had thought it his duty to adopt no less than four orphans, one after another, and " bring them up respectable though humble," he said with pride. To the question "Were they your relations?" he replied quite simply :
" No, we knew nothing of their belongings. They were just deserted, poor things! by that low lot round at the ' Dosshouses,5 and we couldn't let them go to the ' 'Ouse.5 "
To meet the Marshalls' simple wants and aid them " thoroughly " were not beyond the powers of charity, and they were delighted in being accepted as tenants in the first block of new dwellings.
Mrs. Johnson was shrewd, hard-featured, shrill-voiced.